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Grasse was found dead in a ravine, where lie
had fallen or had been thrown at night.
Another farmer came to see one of my
friends and told him that he had killed the
man. " How and why did you do it?"
The man answered, " He had cursed my
sheep. Then I went to my shepherd, who
gave me three needles that I put to boil in
a pot, and I said over the pot words which
he taught me. The same night that I put
the pot, on the fire the man died." Do not
be astonished that my books were burned at
Grasse on the square in front of the church.
I am going there Tuesday for a few days. I
am promised monuments of all sorts and
beautiful mountains.

CCVII.

CANNES, January 22, 1860.
I HAVE seen beautiful rocks, cascades, and
precipices. I have spent a week in admira-
tion of pure nature. I have contracted from
it horrible pains and I have been in bed for
two days.ou are enjoying
